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Editorial
People often talk about being judged by the past,
things that are long gone, the rapidly fading past. I
have a feeling, however, that the past is not really fading. It seems to me that it is sinking deeper into the
fabric.
I look to how the past formed me, these indelible impressions it left in my flesh, determining what
I value and what I desire. The marks of the past are
easily visible-the knick knacks and litter that we have
left in each other's memories in passing. The memories are softly sugared, they show me out, they are the
trail that I leave behind.
Rarely is this psychic litter as easily distinguishable as a cigarette butt thrown from the car ahead,
bouncing, skittering along the pavement, orange
sparks highlighting its trail. More often, the litter floats
in a wake behind us, barely ruffling the water's surface. This trail of litter bobbing brightly behind is a
scrapbook of my past, an indication of my direction.
The trail behind is my reference for the trail ahead; I
steer by its line.
The debris of decisions made under pressure are
the reminders of actions once they become memories.
They are reminders like the remains of a spring storm,
washing up on the beach. Garbage from passing ships
and boats washes up-chunks of glass scoured by
sand into frosted, smooth ellipses, tiny plastic beads,
drinking straws, cigarette filters, and a shoe. Although
not all mine, I recognize much of what washes up.
Some of my junk probably got sent up the shore a bit,
so I can adopt some of this as mine.
Other bits of the morning's junk I can recognize
as my own. The empty brown glass beer bottle that I
left yesterday is still be stuck upside-down in the sand.
I know that it's not my neighbor's; I can remember

leaving it there late last night. The beer bottles and
the charred, windblown remains of a fire remind me
that I create the junk. If the water doesn't wash it
somewhere else, it will still be there for me to pick up
in the morning.
We all throw off our garbage for each other to
pick up, but not all of the tide's tailings are there
through human carelessness. Nature creates junk in
astounding profusion. The carcasses of fish wash up
by the hundreds, and the gnarled forms of whitishgray driftwood washes up on shore. A log may occasionally resemble a sculpture, its beauty in its resemblance to a figurine or a crouching panther, but other
driftwood is beautiful in itself, without asking comparison to anything outside to give reference to its
beauty. My compulsive search for meaning is
stumped by these chunks of wood. Whatever I ask
they will not give to me.
"Go ahead!" they say, "Find in us what you can".
None of them will yield to me their meaning.
The bits that I pick up from the warm, dry sand
do have meaning to me. Often I can only guess why I
am drawn to one object while repulsed by another. I
don't always spend my time picking out the pretty
ones; some days I stare fixedly at the empty eye socket
of a fish, fascinated. On another day, the delicate fossils and chunks of frosted green glass hold me spellbound. I suppose God directs these little bits to me
with the wind and the waves, but I have a difficult
time deciding why. As I write, the Tide is leaving debris for me to find. I don't know how It directs these
things into my hands, or what they are intended to
teach me. Most days I can only find solace in the wetness of the water, and the sweet, moist spring air. •
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Round table:
Environmentalism and Christian Stewardship
This roundtable was conducted this fall when the
board of directors of Au Sable Institute for Environmental Studies met at Calvin. Each of them is active in the environmental movement, crafting policy,
educating, conducting research, and publishing on
the need for an active and continuing engagement
in environmental protection. Dialogue is grateful
for their enthusiasm and willingness to share their
insight and scholarship.
Susan Drake is a graduate student at the University of Wisconsin and has worked for the US State
Department, serving as a negotiator to the Rio World
Environmental Summit.
Calvin DeWitt is a professor at the University of
Wisconsin Department of Environmental Studies
and Director of the Au Sable Institute of Environmental Studies.
Larry Schweiger is Vice-president for Resource
Protection Programs at the Chesapeake Bay Foundation.
Orrin Gelderloos is a professor of Biology at University of Michigan, Dearborn
Jocele Meyer serves on the Mennonite Central
Committee, and as the Chairperson of the Mennonite Environmental Task Force.
Randall Van Dragt is a professor of Biology at
Calvin College and Chairperson of the Ecosystem
Preserve.
Dialogue: How can we educate the public about environmental issues and environmental problems, and how can
we, as Christians, further work in service of Creation?
Susan: I think there is a lot that believers can do
on campus, that students can do on campus. I think
its very important to have a forum in which students
can discuss these issues and look at the biblical foundations for creation's care in relationship to the issues
of our day--particularly the way the secular environmental world addresses creation issues. It is absolutely
crucial to have that kind of forum where you can determine alternative positions to what is being posited
in the world.
At the University of Wisconsin, the graduate fellows have a forum in which Christians working on
the environment get together every week to present a

paper on a particular environmental topic. We discuss it, chew it up, get at the root of these issues in the
secular realm as well as the biblical position. I have
found that extremely helpful in integrating my faith
into my vocation.
Cal: Something that is little realized amongst
Christians is that we have a great deal to contribute to
addressing these issues. Our contributions haven't
been explored because we see the environmental issues as not part of our own concerns, and yet the basic issue is an ethical one. It's an issue that centers
around what ought to be in this world. Most people
who are working in the environment have a sense for
what integrity is--for wholeness in the world-- and
are striving to achieve it. But Christianity has these
answers to what ought to be, and we are keeping it
secret, we're not telling the world why it is we really
should protect creation.
Interestingly, most Christians who do not think
about these matters, side with the world against Christian viewpoints because they do not understand the
Scriptural support their Christian tradition has for
honoring God as Creator, or the respect and care of
God's Creation. This is analogous to upholding and
honoring the name of Rembrandt, but not giving a
rip about Rembrandt's paintings, thinking that all you
have to do is have meetings to honor Rembrandt, but
have no curatorial task for the works of this master
painter. A Christian view is one that honors God's
works and acknowledges them not only as God's
providential gifts to all Creation, but also gifts that
are meant to be under our care and kept, rather than
abused and trampled.
Larry: It's an interesting problem because in many
ways, Christians are not that different from the world
in the way they look at the environment. I think you'll
find the average person today can scarcely separate
an oak from a maple tree let alone understand how
the world works--how the systems that we all depend
upon actually function. Starting with a point of appreciation, we need to get Christians to appreciate the
natural world and the gift that it is from God, to appreciate the values that it brings us.
Secondly, I think we need to add knowledge to that
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equation, both scientific and biblical knowledge. Jesus
himself demonstrated an intergenerational responsibility in that he died for people of all generations.
Similarly, our obligation is to care for the earth not
just for our generation, but for all generations. In
Christianity, the obligation is clear that we are to keep
and care for creation, we need to have a sense of ownership for the creation. I think that is lacking among
Christians today. The sense of ownership is lost and
it becomes a tragedy in common because no one really cares for the thµ1gs that don't have voice.
Finally, we need to move to action. What we're
going to do about, what we know, what we see, what
we care about, and what we feel ownership for. That
ownership is what moves us to change our personal
and also community behavior. It is a long path, but it
is important for Christians to be leaders in setting that
course because of our call to care for creation.
Dialogue: You were saying that we have an advantage as Christians in the ethical realm, but why do we not
demonstrate this? Why do we not make use of our stable
foundation for valuing creation? Why haven't Christians
in this society made that one of our points offocus?
Jocele: It seems to me that we don't because we
are too far removed in our society today from the creation. We don't even know where our daily food
comes from. One thing that has been very helpful to
me is to become more aware of creation simply by
using my five senses, just to sit quietly. One can do
that anywhere ... savor the taste of the food that we are
eating this morning and the smell and just generally
become more aware.
We can become better caretakers of what God has
given to us. It boils down to being aware, factual
awareness as well as the biblical mandate. That is
sometimes overlooked within the Christian community. We need to make choices, and not just go with
the flow. We live in a technical, ind us trial society, and
although we don't want to divest ourselves from all
of that, we still don't have to buy into all of it.
Susan: I also think that unfortunately Christians
have been a bit lazy in addressing the issues of our
day, and the environment has been monopolized or
the positions have been monopolized by the secular
world. Often, Christians have not been out there in
the forefront seeing how our faith relates to this issue.
In the political arena it is an issue, but to Christians
it's really a fundamental doctrine, the doctrine of Creation. Unfortunately, that has not been taught in our
churches nor is it being taught to our seminary students. As a result there has been a breakdown in understanding of the issues of Creation's care and the
secular world has been bringing this issue to society's
attention, defining the terms, the concepts, and the
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solutions. These are not necessarily biblical solutions,
and in some ways the approach to those solutions are
different from a Christian perspective. For example,
our motivations should be different for our care for
creation from those that don't know of the creator.
Getting back to the students here on campus, we
have an understanding that we are to tend and keep
the garden, and that must translate into our life-styles
as individual believers. Particularly here on a cam-

...analogous to upholding and honoring the name of Rembrandt, but
not giving a rip about Rembrandt's
paintings, thinking that all you have
to do is have meetings to honor
Rembrandt, but have no curatorial
task for the works of this master
painter.
pus, what that translates into is for students to know
how this campus is being run, energy wise, water usage, and in making sure that their surroundings are
actually in order, in God's order. What are the students doing in this community, how are they showing that Christians believe in Creation's care?
Randy: You said that Christians have been somewhat lazy, but I think in some sense Christians have
also been somewhat misguided. Our attitudes toward
creation have been shaped not so much by a scriptural stewardship vision as they have been by a exploitative vision from the industrial world. We've had
a fine example of that here campus this year. This
campus has always been attractive because of the wild
spaces that we have maintained and integrated into
the campus as a whole, over here on the corner of the
Beltline and Burton where there was a natural little
ravine that had mostly typical edge vegetation, some
really fine walnut trees, huge stately old sugar maple,
vines and undercover. It had a couple of Yellow Warblers nests in it, and some Catbirds. There in the corner of campus was a little wild space that could remind us something of the natural texture of the
Rembrandt painting. This fall it all got wiped out,
because the seminary wants to open up its view to
the world and the highway department recommends
that we ought to look more residential to slow the traffic down. What is going on around our seminary is a
tremendous grooming pr.ocess and what one might
call "beautification".
This again raised for me the question of how do
our Seminaries develop, view, and own the concept
of creation? It seems to me that our view of owner-
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ship has been shaped by manipulation. Our mandate
is to actively manipulate, and it is only when we've
manipulated it to conform in some sense either with
human-defined view or human-defined aesthetics that
we have adequately fulfilled our mandate. If that is
in fact our view of creation, then the kind of things
we see going on here in terms of wild lands being
developed, agricultural lands being supplanted by
residential and the like, seems to fall in step with what
has been a fairly long traditional view in Christendom
of the cultural mandate being a manipulative mandate.
It is time for us to reexamine that cultural mandate which in this college we like to own a great deal,
and perhaps to bring that cultural mandate within a
broader stewardship mandate every bit as warranted
by scripture as the cultural mandate which says we
work with the "resources" of this world to develop
human artifice and artifact. So it's been a curious irony
to me this year to watch this thing evolve over here
because in some sense we had this seminary situated
within this embrace of a bit of a native creation, and
now we that embrace is being pushed back and we're
domesticating the landscape around it.
Orrin: The college could really be a focal point if
we lived out our creation theology, because in living
it out, the campus might look quite different than it
does right now.

Randy: Yeah, that's something I've been puzzling
over, how would the campus look if we were embracing that creational theology as I think some of us feel
it ought to be framed. Take out the stained glass and
look at the trees through the church windows rather
than putting up these screens all around ourselves.
Jocele mentioned that too-you have to take those
screens down, you got to get outside the four walls.
Back to the original question of education. From a
very early age, we are drawn away from the natural
world into an artifactual world that we have created.
We do it more and more in entertainment for children,
by focusing around the TV or the swimming pool or
the game boy or whatever. Those things co-opt any
time that we have to get out into the land, so you know
one of the things that we've started doing here this
fall is offering the environmental education program
for kindergarten through third grade students out on
the preserve here on campus. Jocele mentioned tradeoffs. Well, there are always trade-offs-we have this
area first of all as a preserve and partially to provide a
laboratory for the college, but there is this unsatisfied
need here in this part of town of getting children out
on a regular basis to get some sort of an identification
going with the land. We are trading off some of the
peace, quiet, and tranquillity, to have packs of these
small children running around. This all has a signifi-
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cant effect upon the place, but we conclude that if we
are doing anything to build this sort of identification,
then this effect should be worth it.
Among these tensions about how the campus
should look, we are having increasing security problems, students being accosted on the campus by offcampus folk. Wild spaces and closely approximated
sidewalks provide a real hazard when you've got human predators out there. We have a tremendous problem with people crossing the road over here. People
don't slow down when they come through here, so
the highway department says "well, don't make it look
like a woods, make it look like a residential area, then
people will slow down." We always have the problem of assuring the safety of our students while at the
same time wanting to give this place a texture that
reflects the natural world.
Larry: From a societal standpoint, I think the real
challenge for Christians today is that many Christians
have become politicized, looking at the world through
the eyes of the Republican party. We've all been
thrown into this matter of having to make false choices
because we have two parties, and I think that because
many Christians have been bought into the Republican party, including the notion that we don't need to

Right now we're seeing the effects
of legislation unsupported by political will. In the seventies there was
consensus for environmental legislation. Now we're in the generation that knew not Joseph, and have
forgotten how far we came through
the clean water act and clean air act.
protect endangered species that we can make
draconian cuts to environmental programs and still
get along. It really comes to a point of politics and
false choice for many Christians. I see it in terms of
how we function in within our society. We like certain elements of the Republican party, so we buy the
whole loaf and actually begin to have our views
shaped by the party rather that have our view shaped
by the Bible
Orrin: Getting back to the education issue, we've
not only divorced ourselves from the world, as Jocele
said, and put up the barriers there, but in education
too, we think that we are educating our students for
what we call "the real world". We usually think that
this means it is going to be a world of commerce and
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business and health care and things like this. I think
if we look at the real world, we'd have to look at Genesis 1. We see energy-the sun-we see air, we see
water, soil, plants, animal, and humans. There we've
got the real world.
I would challenge people to take a look at all the
majors at a college or university and ask how many
of those deal with the real world. Many majors are
very human oriented though they don't really relate
human activity to the real world anymore. We have
to ask really fundamental questions: What is the purpose of an educational institution? What are we really here for? We have switched it around. Although
we are producing degreed students, the real question
is whether we are educating students while they get
this degree.
The whole issue of stewardship of the creation
brings that to light; I find it very hard to become a
steward of the creation and try to get a major at an
institution of higher education. It doesn't lend itself
well to that, because you've got to separate yourself
from many other colleagues, wear a sweatshirt or tshirt with your concentration on it, say economics or
microbiology. I'd like to see somebody wear a
sweatshirt that says "Creation Steward", because then
you could then educate yourself in a host of the disciplines that we now have. That is not permissible to
any great extent and if you try to do that, you are often looked at with a bit of suspicion, if you try to educate yourself in the liberal arts it often looks like you
are trying to get around something or get out of something. If you do get a liberal education, how do you
know when you've completed the education? How
do you know when you are liberated?

Jocele: I'm thinking along the same lines Orrin.
We live in a highly specialized society and not only
do we specialize in our education, but we look at creation the same way. Some of us work at caring for the
plants, some the animals, some the air or the water
and we do not integrate all of that God has created.
Where does that leave human kind?
· Cal: In the Christian colleges the theme of integration of faith and learning often is framed so that
we think of just the integration of chemistry with theology, but it's really much more than that. It is the
integration of all of learning and all of faith into one
beautiful whole. Unless we do that, we will be illprepared to deal with the world that God gives us to
care for. If we have a traditional education, we are
very much on the edge of being destroyers because
we have an inadequate understanding. For example,
chemists may see air pollution as a problem of chemistry, but if we deal with air pollution only as a chemical problem, we'll never solve the problem; if we look
at it from an economic standpoint, we again will miss
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the boat, because it has a lot more to do with than just
economics. What we have tended to do is compartmentalize in such a way that we end up destroying
all sorts of things around us. The integration of faith
and learning is something we have not really dealt
with seriously.

Take out the stained glass and look
at the trees through the church windows rather than putting up these
screens all around ourselves. Jocele
mentioned that too-you have to
take those screens down, you got to
get outside the four walls.

Dialogue: Something that's come up a lot is money.
Can we encourage people or mandate people --through public policy or cultural changes, can we make it important to
people that they spend the extra money on recycled paper,
or that they recycle their bottles? How do we show industry that it is to all of our benefit to put the pollutant scrubbers on the smokestacks, etcetera?
Orrin: Education again comes into play there. We
teach in middle schools the law of conservation of
matter. We usually teach it in connection with the
physical science or chemistry, and that's about where
we leave it. Eventually students can balance a chemical equation, but we never make the connection to
dumping in Lake Michigan. We should take some of
those basic principles and translated them to life.

Larry: We need to look at how we can turn problems in to win-win situations for the overall environment, how we can take a pollutant and turn it into a
natural resource. In order to do that, we have to draw
our economic lines larger than ourselves. We have to
include others who are impacted adversely by our actions. There's a book called "Ecodemia" published
by National Wildlife Federation on how college students can actually transform their campus to address
these issues. For example, students from Harvard took
some of these principles and cut their electric bill by
$400,000 a year. There are things students can do to
model different behavior so that you will carry those
principle into the world, and to have examples to point
to.
Randy: I wonder, do we have the political will to
seek more effective recycling structures? Do we have
the will to turn off the lights when we leave a room
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and there's nobody else in it? There has to be some
critical mass of political will that will mandate this
kind of thing, and the question is "how do we create
that critical mass?"
Right now we're seeing the effects of legislation
unsupported by political will. In the seventies there
was consensus for environmental legislation. Now
we' re in the generation that knew not Joseph, and have
forgotten how far we came through the clean water

That's the way politics works--it's
drawing circles around enough
people to get elected. We as Christians need to be very careful where
we align ourselves, and to be asking
fundamental questions about the
messages that we hear
act and clean air act. They think that "we don't need
this sort of stuff-it's oppressive, it's hindering the
economy, so let's cut it back". Those who have come
through all of that ought to remember where we
started out. But political will is a fickle kind of thing,
and how do we shape that political will? We are the
ones who ought to be asking that kind of question.
Going back to Cal's earlier point we ought to be
the ones with something significant to say about how
we live. Until we can get some larger consensus going, it seems to me a futile thing to go to Washington
and say that we really do need the endangered species act to cover marbled merralets out in Washington unless there is a broader consensus to saying
they're worth saving old growth trees for marbled
merralets, even if we can't find their nests.
Cal: We need a proper understanding of the role
of regulation. What has come together in recent years
is a nervousness about regulation from anecdotal accounts where regulation has resulted in rather foolish
things. The consequence of finding these exceptions
has been the development of the general idea that
regulation is bad. We have to remember that regulation is another word for law, and it's very interesting
to think in terms of God's law as regulation, and
whether we're against that because it is regulation.
I have been intrigued by the possibility of development of a bumper sticker that said "Ban body temperature regulation". In fact, the regulation of body
temperature gives us a tremendous amount of freedom to be human. If we had to exercise our own temperature regulation with our cerebrum, we'd be in
immense trouble. The beauty of regulation is that you

can put into law those sorts of things we do not want
to trouble us in the daily affairs of living, allowing us
to do the more important things. We're not clear on
this today. As a society, we are basically anti-regulation, and being anti-regulation in human society or in
the biological world is basically being anti-life. We
usually call it law, and ironically, we claim that we are
a lawful people, but opposed to regulation. That is
one of our current-day oxymorons.

Larry: That's the part that involves political choice.
The Republican party today is the party of the libertarian , the party of the "Christian", and the party of
the neo-conservatives interested in free market choice.
These different factions are welded together into Republican doctrine. Clearly, that notion of libertarianism is one of the three legs under the Republican stool
right now. That's the way politics works--it's drawing circles around enough people to get elected. We
as Christians need to be very careful where we align
ourselves, and to be asking fundamental questions
about the messages that we hear, because not all of
those messages are sound, nor are they based on good
biblical principle. We have to look at this idea that we
should overthrow all regulation, that we cut loose all
of these different restraints.
For example, some want the federal government
out of environmental protection. There are some of
us who remember what the world looked like when
we didn't have the federal government involved.
From 1955 to 1972, the states were in charge of the
clean water act; the Chesapeake Bay deteriorated more
during those years than any other time in its history.
We have experienced these things before, but we don't
look at history anymore, so we don't know what's really harmful, and harmful to our children.
Susan: I'd also like to encourage students do some
time in government, primarily because there are not
that many Christians that actually think about these
issues in terms of policy. It is very important to have
people who have a sense of the creation in its right
perspective. We are inseparable from the creation, and
although we cannot ever go back to a pure wilderness, a non-anthropocentric, biblical view can find
ways to relate human population to the carrying capacity of the land with a sense of God's economy. In
order to bring that perspective to public policy, we
have to have students in those areas, thinking through
these hard policy questions.
Nothing is a simply black and white in policy, but
Christians are falling into that pattern of seeing the
world in extremes, not through the sound, grounded
base from which we can determine our policy. There
are not that many Christians out there publicly looking at these things in a biblical, balanced perspective.
We are really in a bad position to be sharing with the
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world, because many Christian have not really
thought these things through and taken an active
stand in a biblical fashion. We have got to change
that, and I think that is what Au Sable Institute is all
about, bringing forward a biblical perspective in the
younger generation.
Cal: Susan, you mentioned God's economy, and I
think there is a real need to reinstate that terminology
into our education. It's been part and parcel for about
three thousand years. It is incorporated in the preSocratic Greek philosophers, in the term oikonomia, and
in the new testament is it often translated "stewardship". It means that whatever human economy we
invent, it is always part of a larger economy whereby
creation is ordered, and that's God's economy.
In the rabbinical tradition, a fourth century commentary on Genesis starts out "The holy one, blessed
be he, when he created the heavens and the earth, consulted Torah." The idea here is that God's law preexisted the creation, and that all that God orders in creation is according to God's law. The working out of
that law, in the long Jewish and Christian view, is
called God's economy, or oikonomia. What we are expected to do as human beings is to live in accord with
that harmony, that God's law which exists for the
whole creation, which includes of course, the ten commandments, but it also includes things like the sec-

... the height ofarrogance, to think
that God's economy can be made a
part of our human economy. We decide to give it a little place on Wall
Street, when the proper approach is
always to see our own economy as
part of His economy.
ond law of thermodynamics, and certain principles
that we now are beginning to discover in our study of
ecology, such as energy flows through the biosphere.
A reinstatement of the concept of God's economy
would compel us to see our human economy as a subset of God's economy. It seems to me that--in our ar-
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rogance--we have seen the economy of the creation as
subset of our human economy, and we call it an externality, which seems like the height of arrogance, to
think that God's economy can be made a part of our
human economy. We decide to give it a little place on
Wall Street, when the proper approach is always to
see our own economy as part of His economy. If we
would do that, we would have stewardship central to
our task, no matter what we did in the world, our
dealing with the world would be consistent with the
way the world works.
We are disconnecting ourselves from God's
economy in thousands of ways. It is essential to develop that awareness which leads to a second step,
appreciation. When you become aware of how of
God's economy works, then you come to appreciate
that economy. One of the tragedies of our time is that
people don't appreciate God's economy. For that reason, people can trample upon Rembrandt's paintings
while raising high the name of Rembrandt, because
they do not appreciate the works of the creator; they
do not appreciate them because they are simply not
aware of them. From awareness through appreciation, the third and final step is stewardship. If you
are aware and appreciate, you eventually come to care
for that which you appreciate. Then you can act in
the world as an expression of who you have become,
you can treasure the species as Noah did, expending
effort, time, money, and the reality of derision that
Noah did when he built the boat on dry land.
We have put jobs in place of what once was called
vocation. The aim of going to college is now expressed
by many as getting a job in contrast to finding a vocation, which means "calling before the Lord". If we
could reinstate as our primary goal in education the
seeking of God's calling, we would find ourselves
stewards of what God has given us. We would be
seeking the Kingdbm, and the salary would come unto
us. It seems that we've got Matthew 6:33 backwards
in most of society foday, thinking "seek ye first a job,
and the kingdom will be added unto you". The message of Jesus is that you first seek the integrity of creation; you first seek to be in accord with the economy
of God, you first seek to restore and reconcile all things.
To seek these .other things, trickling down to God
whatever might come out of eliminating the
rainforests, destroying the species, is really to have
things backwards. •
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Faring Well
you never drop me off
in my driveway
but if you did
i would stand tall on the blue cement
and lean down
so that we could be mouth to face
and in between
the tastes of the smell of_your breath
i would not sigh.
and if you dropped me
off
i would plug my ears
so that i did not hear the washboard sound
of your corduroys walking back
to the borrowed car
i hitch my star to your station wagon.
good bye rhymes with you.

Jane C. Knol
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Reunion
By Andrew Rau

There were six of us, back then. Who knowsmaybe there's still six of us, but even if there are, it
doesn't matter because we're not six of us together. It's
just not the same. In truth, I don't think that there are
six of us anymore. There's me-that makes one-but
I can't speak for any of the others. I hope that at least
some of them are still out there. I don't want to think
that I'm the only one, that I've been the only one for
the last five years and that all this time I've been telling myself that I'm not alone, I have been alone,.without realizing it.
Alone... what ifI am the only one left? I haven't
really thought of it much. Always assumed there was
at least someone else out there. Mike ... Steph ... they
were strong. I'd like to think they are still alive ... if no
one else, then at least them..
If they' re not. .. if they are dead ... then I think
the last five years have been a joke. If they are dead,
then rny life will be a joke from now on, has always
been a joke, starting five years· ago when we all held
hands and agreed to stay alive and to meet again.
Oh God please don't let it be that.
But I have a story to tell, and although part of
me knows I have all the time in the world to tell it to
whomever will listen, the other part of rne insists that
if I don't tell it now I will lose it foreverStanding here, waiting, I feel the memories
surge-remembering those days, those words ... remembering ... remembering:

(Remember? It was)
a dark spring, a spring not unlike this one.
The world felt... strange, out of place, filled with an
eager energy that none of us could identify. But all of
us felt it.
Although it was well into the evening it was
still plenty light outside. I rem.ember it clearly: approaching sundown, uncomfortably hum.id and sticky,
the bottom.less blue sky sprawled out above us in all
directions and dotted at random intervals with the
hovering white billows of a cloud. And floating in
that sea of blue, amidst the converging masses of white
clouds, a rolling black cloud that looks so out of place,
so wrong, it makes rne want to reach up and swat it
out of the otherwise picturesque cloudscape.

And the breeze-soft, gentle, bearing those
clouds along far above our heads and hearts and
minds-the smell of grass and puddles and rainwater and worms, a world yawning and stretching after
a long and weary sleep. The earth damp and squishy,
not muddy but filled with a new sort of childlike vigor:
feel it collapse beneath your feet, then spring up again
in your wake. That feeling of restrained vitality hanging in the damp air, air so damp you feel like you're
inhaling mouthfuls of water with each breath you take.
The sun sinking beneath the horizon, blood-red. It's
not warm. anymore but the humidity makes it tolerable.
There are six of us.
Standing in a circle. Holding hands, Mike to
rny right, Steph on my left. Their hands feel real and
solid and filled with a strength I'm not sure I possess.
Fingers interlocked, feeling the power lapping rhythmically through my chest and heart and giving me
strength. Their hands are firm. and steady. There is
fear·
(the power is fueled by the fear)
-but it is a fear that has grown and matured
and has become as natural and right a part of us as
our laughter and our tears.
My eyes are open but I do not really see anything-my mind is travelling, flowing through the
circle we have formed, noting each individual as it
passes through clasped hands and arms held strong:
Mike-Katie-Dave-Mark-Steph-and then back to
me. But the circle does not end with rne; if continues
to flow on and on and on and around: Mike-KatieDaveThe sky around us has grown darker; more
dark clouds above, summoned to join the first one,
and I feel the first faint drop of what might be rain.
Thunder in the distance. Where has the light gone?
The sun almost invisible behind the mountainsclouds everywhere nowWe all know it in our hearts as we hold hands
in that circle: there will have to be words. It is Mark
who speaks up last, although I am. sure that he is as
reluctant to do so as the rest of us are. It seems
wrong-part of the magic lay in that silence. But the
words do not disrupt the flow of that power through
our interlocked hands.
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"It is time," Mark says, and his voice is oddly
distorted by the air and the humidity; it sounds raw,
unrefined.
"Six of us. It's almost over. One last trial-I
promise you it's almost over. One last trial-this one,
we each face alone-"
Thunder cracks and rolls somewhere above
us, resonant, drowning out Mark's words. I feel the
rain on my cheeks: it's starting.
"One last time," Mark is saying. "We must
part ways-alone for a time-but we will survive-we
will stay alive-we will meet again-"
Lightning! Purple and bright and streaking
across the sky and bathing me in light and the rain
begins: a downpour, sudden, heavy, inundation, the
sky is black!
The rain! So heavy and loud-lightning" -we will meet again-" he is saying, his
voice rising in a crescendo against the background roar
of the thundering rain-"Five years from today! Five
years! Remember!" The lightning is closer this time,
purple-white and vehement. The burning smell of
sulfur and soil and wood drifts past me. Mark is almost screaming now, the storm too loud, his voice
chanting forcefully as if he is reciting a litany: "Five
years! Remember!" And there is power in his wordswhat power!
But now the storm is too strong; if Mark is
still shouting I cannot hear him. I am only aware of
my hands, anchored by Mike and Steph; the power is
still there but it is strained now. I know what each of
us is thinking: how dark life is going to be without
the others there, how dark five years alone must be.
Dark and terrible-but it must be done, and five
years ... in five years, the darkness can end ... stay alive ...
... stay alive .. .
... remember.. .
It was the last time we would be together, and
we all knew it.
My mind whirled, struggling. And in that
circle, surrounded by friends and by the cold and the
rain, listening to the lightning crash and the thunder
rumble ponderously across the overcast horizon, I remembered:

(Remembering:
I remember)
a day like any other, a week before the time
when we would all hold hands in the storm and promise to stay alive and to meet again. I was with Mike,
walking through the forest, seeing the tall trees and
the rolling hills beyond the edge of the woods. The
storm-and with it, Mark's terrible parting wordswas still a week in the future, and although I suspected
(didn't we all?) that the time of parting was approaching, it was still distant enough that I could forget about
it, push it back into a far corner of my mind where I

did not have to face it or think about it. Those last
few days were the most beautiful, the most profound.
They were peaceful days, marred only by the nearsubconscious knowledge that it would all have to end
soon, that this peace-this brief respite from the maddening, soulkilling furor of life-must eventually give
way before the world and its pressures and its demands.
Mike and I emerged from a column of upright
trees into a clearing bathed in the light of the orange
afternoon sun. In the middle of the clearing, a halfdozen logs, obviously intended to serve as benches,
surrounded an ancient and stone-cold campfire.
We said nothing as we walked across the painfully bright green grass towards the fire. I laid down
on my back on one of the logs, feeling its age and its
silent strength and its subtlety. I heard Mike dropping his backpack and lying down on a log across from
me on the other side of the fire ring.
I remember opening my eyes and looking up
into the empty sky. I remember feeling suddenly
adrift, lost, I remember feeling the eternal heaviness
of that limitless blue expanse. I felt it then, pressing
down on me, on my eyes, on my chest, making it hard
to breathe, suffocating.
I closed my eyes again to stop the vertigo. But
I could not look away: I had to look again, to stare
wide-eyed and awestruck at the immensity of that
void.
"It's so heavy," I said quietly.
"I know," Mike answered from across the
ring, and I realized that in those few moments of looking into the sky I had forgotten that he was there with
me.
"What's it going to be like, being alone?" I
asked. We all knew what had to happen. We had to
split up, had to face our own worlds-face them alone .
There was something in that word-alone-that frightened me, that made me feel empty inside. It was a
dark word-it still is.
"I don't know," he answered softly. "It's going to be hard. But I don't think it will be so badknowing that you guys are out there too, that you guys
are alone with me. I don't know where you'll be but
I'll know that you're alone too. And that helps."
"Are we going to see each other again? That's
what scares me the most, the idea ... that maybe I'll
never see any of you... after all this ... I don't know
what I'd do. I don't think I'd make it."
"You'll make it."
"Alone?"
"Alone. For a while. Who knows ... maybe
we'll meet again, all six of us. A reunion.
"But I don't think we will."
Silence.
And as if from a great distance, I heard myself say: I know.
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I closed my eyes, heard Mike's voice (so loud
against the backdrop of that terrible, holy silence!):
"It is heavy... "
Heavy ... so heavy...
Standing there in the circle, holding hands, I
remembered. Mike and his reunion. The memories
swept through me then, moving me along, and I closed
my eyes and let them carry me along, remembering:
(I remember)
the day before the circle and the storm, the
last day. Mike and his words about loneliness and
reunion were days behind me but not forgotten. I
understood that the time of parting was fast approaching, understood its inevitable approach. But I did not
understand that it must come so soon.
I was crawling, wearing two layers of

The Twilight Passage
The dusk-edged dying of this day
Floods longing dark and nebulous;
Soft twilight swells an edifice,
A kneeling place for me to pray.
Wild twilight brings a wandering,
Belief unveils a meeting place,
Blind passage into searing grace,
Descent into a darkening.
Deep twilight longing carries me,
Into an aching fierce as pain,
Awful with truth, a love-drenched pang,
Then bursts into an alchemy.
Soul drifts, transmuted into white,
To earth, peace falling like the night.

Jouwert Shane Wagenaar
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sweatshirts and a mud-spattered flannel shirt, flashlight in one hand. As I pushed my way through the
cave my life seemed to be slowing, slowing: I felt everything, saw everything. The wet clay beneath my
hands and knees was cold and real; I felt the presence
and weight of .the cave, the hundreds of tons of ancient stone pressing down above me.
I had been here before often enough; cavingcrawling and climbing and squeezing through the
twists and turns and rocks of the cave, darkness clinging hungrily to the outside of my flashlight beam. In
the cave, you can't think of anything else, no matter
how important it is-here there was only the cave,
the need to find your way out again having found
your way in. That was why I was here today. I didn't
know about the storm, but I knew that the circle was
imminent, and I wanted to feel the cold and the darkness and the blessed single-mindedness of the cave
and the effort one last time. Ahead of me I could barely
make out Steph' s shadowy form in the unsteady beam
of the flashlight. She came with me sometimes; it was
never good to be alone in the cave. When you're alone
it's too easy for memories and emotions and darkness
to come back and break you down.
We were silent as we slowly made our way
down the muddy passages and tight, rock-clustered
crawls; words spoken in the cave could echo and echo
without end, bouncing and rolling off the stone walls
until you wanted to scream out in the darkness. She
glanced back occasionally to make sure I was still behind her; I allowed my mind to focus on nothing but
the vague and darkened silhouette ahead of me-concentrate on that-make your way through without losing sight of the other, your only link to a reality outside the cave.
Time passes unnoticed in the darkness of that
subterranean labyrinth; I never brought a watch because the idea of wearing such a blatant reminder of
the outside world seemed to contrast sharply with
everything that I found intriguing about the cave. I
have no idea how long we spent in the cave that day;
long enough that when we emerged we were covered
from head to toe in mud and clay; long enough for
the chill-that everpresent, unchanging 50 degreesto worm its numbing and somehow empty way
through the many layers of clothes I wore to touch
the core of my being. Going into the cave I was powered by an adrenaline rush the likes of which I had
never known; after several hours in the cave with only
a silhouette and the chill to keep me company, I was
ready to escape again, to find my way back to the
outside world from which the cave had at first offered
such tempting escape.
But before escape back into that world-the
world of sun and storms-was possible, we had to
make it past the Climb.
The Climb was the final challenge of the cave;
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a twenty-five foot climb to the exit. No handholdsto get up, you had to wedge yourself between two
gigantic rocks and scuttle your way towards the top,
using your knees and back as support.
Steph was already there, staring up at it with
her flashlight. I caught up to her seconds later and
stood for a long while, seeing the sheer walls of muddy
rocks before me, feeling the chill of the cave settling
in at last, seeing the exit looming far above, a black
eye planted in the eternal drab-gray of the stone wall.
Steph was already on her way up. She took a
confident step forward (she looked confident, at leastbut it's impossible to not fear that climb, impossible
to rise above that) and wedged herself between the
two rocks. I watched her carefully, keeping my flashlight beam locked on her so she could see her way
along the slippery rock slope. Ten feet... fifteen feet.. ..
She paused for several minutes, and I could see her
breathing hard from the effort and from the fear. Ten
feet to go ... and she was doing it, shimmying up that
last gap and scrambling over the top and into the
mouth of the exit. It looked so easy, just watching her
do it!
"I'm up," she called down. "You ready?"
I took a deep breath, blinked. I was readyas ready as I would ever be. "Yeah. Keep your light
on me as I go up."
"Right." Her flashlight beam arced gracefully
down to fix me in its spotlight glare.
I stepped to the rock face, nervous-I had
made the Climb many times before, but I had found
that it was simply not possible to make it without fear,
a deep and mostly harmless fear that only occasionally threatened to spring to the surface.
Then I was on my way up. I swung my legs
back, braced myself against the other rock face ... back
wedged against the wall behind me ... arms feeling
softly against the rock, searching blindly for holds or
tiny ledges. Pushing my knees down, sliding slowly
upwards.... Five feet... ten feet ... I stopped for a moment to catch my breath, shift position. Then I was
moving again, not thinking of the fifteen-foot drop
below me, aware only of the Climb and of the aching
muscles in my arms and the fatigue-born trembling
in my legs and the cold wet feel of the rock beneath
my hands ... higher... higher... ten feet to go ... Steph is
there, flashlight trained on me; I cannot see her but I
know she is there, watching my ascent.
Her voice called out: "Almost there. There's
a little handhold about a foot above your left shoulder. If you turn a little to the side you should be able
to get a hold of it.. .. "
I turned, reached, and found the handhold,
propelled myself higher... five feet to goAnd then something happened tµat had never
happened to me before; I cannot explain qr understand
it, but I remember it as if it happened yesterday. I
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just... snapped. Maybe I had glanced down for an instant, long enough to see the fall waiting for me should
I slip ... but whatever it was, I knew then that I could
not continue up the Climb, that I was going to fall.
The fear-the deep, subtle fear-came rushing forward then, filling me, flowing through me like a sort
of perverse adrenaline rush, and I could see it, actually see it: I was slipping, dropping, plummeting to
the hard stone floor twenty feet below me and there
was nothing I could do ... nothing to stop me .. . I could
feel myself losing it, felt my knees shaking, my hands
sliding off the handhold ... and only one thought,
coursing through my head over and over as I saw my
own fall looming before me: I'm losing it, I'm losing it,
I'm panicking and she's seeing it-she's seeing me crack!
People are watching-they can see me losing it-I'm not
so strong as they think/I could not understand what was happening.
Never in my life had I dreamed that I could LOSE IT,
not like that-but there I was, I was cracking, I was
LOSING IT-and somebody was seeing me!
Look away! I wanted to scream at Steph. Look
away! You can't! You can't see me like thisI slipped down another inch; I felt my hold
going, thought: This is it-I've lost it and now I'm falling, falling and I thought Well at least I'm through: no
five years of loneliness and darkness for me, niaybe it is
better this way-and then I heard Steph screaming, and I w_as
jerked back into reality long enough to see her hands
flailing wildly towards me, enough time to lunge upwards one last time, reaching out for her hand. I
caught it, caught her outstretched hand, felt the power
there, swung out again, pushing up and off the wall
and her pulling me over the top and then I was over,
over the Climb and lying on my back holding her hand
inmywhite-knuckled grip, breathing in greedy gulps
and feeling the sweat roll across my face like metal
beads-cold like the stones and the mud and the
Climb and thenI was laughing.
The laughter rolled through me, unstoppable,
maniacal-I just lay there, staring up at the rock ceiling, laughing like a madman, my stomach hurting
from the effort; I laughed at the cave, at the Climb, at
the world, at the six of us, at Steph, at myself. I laughed
and laughed and-now Steph too-infectious, the laughter!,why?
We laughed for a long while, just sat there and
laughed, and when we were finished, when we grew
silent-we sat there, still, listening to the walls echo
echo (echo )-listened to the cave laugh, returning our
laughter and our tears-and in that laughter there was
no storm, no circle, no heaviness. LaughterLaughingOh please don't let it-
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Soft, gentle. Power in those fingers(but where is the fear-)?

Remember?
A voice-Steph's-(hasn't changed a bit!-or
And so here I am: Waiting.
The sun is almost gone and the shadows are
long. Colder, not humid like it was on that evening.
Overcast sky.
They're not coming.
Which means one of two things: they' re all
dead, or they've all forgotten. The first is bad. The
other is infinitely worse-

(don't think about it oh please don't)
-because if they've forgotten,forgotten, then
your life is more than a joke: it's meaningless. A joke
can at least amuse someone; it can make someone laugh.
But meaningless-that's much, much more. That is
what emptiness is. That is loneliness, darkness. That
is what I fear.
I stare, captivated by the image of the sun as
it disappears (more quickly than I had expected) over
the rise of the distant mountains, leaving only a
bloody-orange pool of sinking radiance in the sky,
soon overtaken by time and the storm.
Five years. It's been so long!

Nothing.
They're not coming.

Not coming-

has it?):
"I came-five years. It's over-but it's still heavy... so heavy .... Butl remembered. I never forgot..."
A voice-mine:
"I know-"
Trembling

(are there tears?)
and her hand on my shoulder-and I turn to
face her, wishing I could hug or shudder or hold or
cry or somethingWish we could cry but-! we can't-

(why?)
because-

(Remember?)
I step back for a moment-Steph is here, after
·five years, and although the sun has disappeared now
behind the distant black horizon her shining eyes burn
in the darkness.
Nothing has changed.
After five years (so long!), all is like it was,
like it should be ... just like I remember.
·

Nothing has changed.
A hand on my shoulder.

"Manhole with Aaron's Shadow"
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Tracks
By Yvonne
Three. Four deer. I bend down close to the ground
and slowly outline one of the sharp imprints left in
the dry earth with my finger. The hot sun filters down
through the lofty pine trees, leaving little shade.
Parched soil peaks through the breaks in the crust,
begging for the rains that just won't come. It is a dry
summer for Washington.
I suck air deep into my lungs. Odd smell today.
Smoky haze creeps through the valley below me, drifting north from the fires around Lake Chelan. My task
of checking for brush fires out on my father's land is
temporarily remembered.
Sifting through the tracks before me, my mind carefully sorts out the crisscross paths of several does
and ... yep, one buck. Running. I quickly glance back
to the barbed wire fence, and sure enough, there are
the gouges from where they had jumped over it. Running. The deep cuts leave little doubt. Hmm ... ah yes,
there they are. Coyote tracks ... dose behind.
I was five years old when my family moved to
Spokane. To introduce us to our new home, my father
took my sister and I on a walk through the woods
that began at the end of our street, I gazed in awe up
at the tall trees with their long green needles that towered over my short childish body.
"Yvonne!"
Coming out of my reverie, I hurried over and
stared with delight at the soft loping prints of some
unknown animal.
"These are deer tracks. See how the hoof splits?
The tip points in the direction the deer is going. These
are the tracks of a doe."
"How can you tell, Dad?"
"Does walk daintily on their toes, just like you do
in your ballet classes."
I giggled and tried to picture a deer walking
through the forest in my pink ballet slippers. Looking
back at my own footprints, I realized how crude they
seemed in comparison to the doe's. We finished our
walk, my father showing us different animal tracks
and naming the tall trees and mountains that would
now be our home.
I turn back to the deer trail and begin to run. The
tracks weave in and out of the trees ahead of me in a
chaotic billowing pattern. My legs move faster, the
pounding of my hearth throbbing in my ears, dusty

Bouma

air burning my throat, One set of prints suddenly cuts
away from the others and I follow them, deciding that
this must be the buck. The galloping marks quickly
become deep scrapes in the earth as he screeched to a
halt, challenging the coyote who now stood before
him. A confrontation of predator and prey. I wish I
could have seen that. Felt the ancient mortal tension
as they stared deep into each other's eyes, before the
coyote abandoned his chase, seeking the easier meal.
You can _tell a lot about an animal by the tracks it
makes: where it goes, what it eats, how it walks, and
how it relates to the habitat it lives in, Deer travel in
pairs, often in groups of four or six, stopping occasionally to scratch at the earth, or nibble at-the bark of
a tree if no other food is available. Mountain lions
make careful paths, stealthily prowling on their thick
pads, leaving no unnecessary telltales. Gray squirrels
leave wide-spaced tracks from their bouncy antics.
And humans, well most humans travel in groups,
blundering through the wild, blind to the scars they
leave behind on the rocks and trees and bleeding earth.
Most, but not all. Those who travel alone seek
something beyond the sheer physicality of the natural world. To these wanderers, the movements of the
beasts and the swaying of the trees reflect something
they know very little about: themselves. Coming upon
lone footprints, I usually turn away, unwilling to disturb the communion between another traveler and his
or her soulsearching.
From the softness of their tracks, I gather that the
deer moved slowly now, picking their way up towards
the granite cliffs that outline my gather's land, stopping occasionally to look back for the coyote. I
scramble up behind them, scraping my leg on a sharp
rock I had failed to notice in my haste. The deer are
much better at this than I am. Gasping for a fresh
breath, I pause and then stiffen .. There they .are. The
feeling of foreboding that has been haunting me all
afternoon now surges through my veins. Suspended
on my rocky perch, I am exposed to their penetrating
gaze. Like the blackest of storm clouds growing on
the horizon, the mountains sit and brood. They have
been waiting.
There is a strange aura about the Rocky Mountains.
They are unlike any other mountain range I have ever
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Reflections in a Bowl
seen. To some the mountains are merely beautiful
country to be driven through; part of the road to some
other destination. To others they are a place of adventure, a picturesque campsite, or a challenging hiking
trail. But to those who know them, the Rockies lurk in
the dark obsessions of the heart: a deep, consuming
love that holds and binds.
Not everyone who lives in the mountains loves
them; the Rockies are hard and unforgiving. Nietzsche
once said, "when you look long into an abyss, the
abyss also looks into you." The mountains don't look,
they stare. And when you finally understand your
own mortality, they turn you loose to pry their black
musings from those clues left behind. The believers
say that if you listen carefully enough, you can hear
the secrets the mountains whisper.
Such dark whisperings! The air hisses with them
from the soft rustle of the pine needles, murmurs of
the Little Spokane River, and twig cracks of the woodland creatures creeping quietly about on their private
errands. I followed them on into the woods, like a
child, captured by the eerie music of the Pied Piper,
stumbling on into the unknown, The summers came
and went, each one faster than the one before, and
my own footprints slowly turned into the soft measured footfalls of a practiced tracker.
My mother and sister wondered at my solitary
expeditions, but my gather told them not to worry. I
believe he understands that when I am out in the
woods, I am far from being alone, that the only thing
I have to fear is what I bring along inside me. Sometimes, when I return at the end of the day, he asks
questions and I relate what I have seen. But sometimes
he doesn't, content to give me a deep searching look
and then allow a smile of understanding to soften his
face.
The sky has turned into soft amber light of sunset.
I stare at the horizon with a sigh of resignation: I must
be home by dark. The trail must wait for another day,
bringing with it the fresh insight and new tracks. I
turn away from the deer, and begin to pick my own
way home through the rocks and trees. The black of
night is growing quickly and I hasten my pace. I hop
the fence and pound up the stairs of my back porch.
My father looks up from his paper and smiles.
There will be no questions tonight. •

Pausing as I saunter through time,
(Pondering, feeling, wondering)
To mull and contemplate
(As over spiced wine)
The places I have been, the passions I have felt,
(Of both delight and death)
I reflect upon the heart of man,
(A cavern, deep and dark)
And what kind of bowl it would be
(What would it hold?)
Were it made of stone or clay.
It came upon me once,
(Reflected from a wooden bowl)
In the scarlet waters there,
(The deepest, reddest wine)
When in the blood-red light,
(Terror and pain dwell together there)
A face peered out, that spoke no word,
(His blood-stained lids were closed)
That the lodgers of the world
(They are my kin, and I am one of them)
Are indeed a set of dining bowls,
(Clay or stone, it matters not)
Broken, and shattered
(They do not know it.)
A tear of pain dropped from my eye,
(A crystalline splashing in my wine)
And I bent, seeing in diamond lucidity,
(A vision of diabolic tint and tone)
Yet in mystery,
(What can a broken bowl hold?)
The holdings of the cracked and fractured
(It was frightening to behold.)
It was blood
(l3lack and clotted.)
We - yes we! - the dwellers of this expanse of earth,
(Utterly indifferent; shameless)
Stained with spit and blood
(Dripping from his brow and lips)
A face I only now beheld in vision
(Reflected in a pool of blood-red wine.)
And I wept
(In anguish for our souls)
(For by his stripes we are healed.)
Tim Veltman
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Saints and Superstars
By John H.

A review-essay of
Dolly Parton, Dollv: Mv Life and Other Unfinished
Business.
New York: HarperCollins, 1994.

Sometimes, when I am tired enough, I can face
the vacuity of late-night television. In this case the
physical and mental enervation that follows hard
upon the grading of exams provided necessary and
sufficient preparation. I had picked up a volume of
Flannery O'Connor's short stories that I had been
rereading and, almost accidentally, pushed the button on the remote, letting come what may. This was
a schizophrenia of the heart: the hard reality of
O'Connor's sentences shaping an afflicted world, the
glossy unreality of television's never-never land
where sin is a bad joke.
She sat on a simple stool on the stage, microphone
held out in front, not half-way down the throat like
some rock musicians who have validated Freud in
the way they handle a mike. The unmistakable puffed
glitter of her hair (one of her many wigs) was like a
silver cloud caught and glued in place by a quart of
VOS. That crooked smile splashed a dazzle of white
between Revlon's reddest. And those eyes, situated
an inch or two under eyebrows that threatened to fly
off her face, showed only a trace of age. It was the
opening of The New Dolly Parton Show.
Indeed, Dolly was new, a fragile-looking, nearly
anorexic shadow of herself. I remembered legs like
country sausages, encased in blue jeans that defied
laws of motion and irresistible force. Her legs were
mere twigs now; they seemed hardly capable of supporting the big old Martin guitar. This Dolly had
more nips, tucks, and folds than a garment factory.
My mind snapped-at the whiplash of reminiscence-to the old Dolly. It seemed I had known her
forever. There, for a moment, the shimmer of the
spotlight evoked a past for me.
In 1967 I was working my way through my last
year of college-at a time when a student could still
do that-at a truck yard littered over an acre of scraggly ground down where some expressways conjoined. I worked the night shift. It was mean work
on a mean shift in a mean part of town-I loved it
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with all my heart. The only all-night radio station
then was a country /western program hosted by one
Cousin Conrad, whom, after four years of such work,
I felt I knew better than my blood relatives. "Carroll
County Accident" was the hit record that year, belted
out by Dolly Parton and Porter Wagoner three or four
times a shift.
Sometimes, like that hit record, our cultural roots
are also accidental, not preferential. This music became an unshakable part of me for the simple fact
that I was immersed in it for 10 hours a night, a good
many nights of the year. If I had spent that much
time studying Greek, I might have learned the alphabet. All things are possible. And while the cultural
conditioning has since passed away, albeit less quickly
than my knowledge of Greek, it has left its residual
effects. Still today, certain pieces of music shift the
tumblers and recollections emerge from the vault of
the subconscious. Sometimes, like tonight, it only
took the random channel-surfing of the television.
The continuity of my transition from college to
graduate school was eased considerably when I discovered that we could pick up a TV station beamed
from Wheeling, West Virginia, that carried the Porter
Wagoner show, complete with his Wagon-Masters
and his friend Dolly Parton. By then already Dolly
was heading for the big time; Porter was doomed to
Wheeling, West Virginia or parts thereabouts-a row
of one night stands in his sequined suits. It was the
beginning for Dolly; the beginning of the end for Porter.
Porter Wagoner hired Dolly for 60 grand a year.
It was an awesome sum to a young woman born January 19, 1946, in a one room cabin on the Little Pigeon
River in Eastern Tennessee. Her daddy, she recalls,
paid off the delivery fee with a sack of cornmeal. She
was fourth of twelve children in the prolific Parton
household. The salary Porter Wagoner dangled before her must have seemed like a dream to this young
woman whose professional experience consisted of
little more than singing with the "Parton Sisters" in
back-holler churches for donations. Her earliest audiences were a level below that. Parton recalls propping a tin can on a tobacco stake off the front porch,
strewing corn for an audience of chickens, pigs, and
ducks, and doing her best with her first Martin gui-
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tar. "They didn't applaud much," she observes, "but
with the aid of a little corn, they could be counted on
to hang around for a while" (83). She did, however,
sing once on television ($5 for the show) before her
own family owned one. Dolly Rebecca Parton has
made millions singing about being poor.
It didn't take her long either to realize that she
was quickly outearning her salary on the Porter Wag-

In her superstardom, Dolly has
reinvented the God she professes to
serve. And he has become very much
like a New Age amorphism-a
karma given shape by the believer's
own personality.
oner Show, even though it took her nearly six years
to convince Porter of the fact. It was a messy parting; Wagoner sued her with the claim that he had
made her a star and had a right to proceeds from her
stardom. They settled for a million dollars, which
she paid off over the next few years. And right there,
in a book shot through with God-talk, one encounters this reflection of Dolly: "I truly believe that all
things and all people are brought into our lives for
good (God) reason." She goes on to say that the years
with Porter were "the hardest and worst of my life"
(163). In response to charges of an adulterous relationship with the well-known lecher Wagoner (Parton had been married for a year before the Wagoner
history to her forever enigmatic husband Carl Dean),
Parton writes, "As Porter has always adamantly denied having a romantic relationship with me, I am
not about to admit nothing he ain't" (164). Go figure.
It is but one example of the contrariety of this fascinating, if finally quite insignificant book: a pinball
bounce between lewdness and the Lord, between lust
and something that might pass for love. What's missing is a conscience.
But to demonstrate that, a bit more history needs
playing out.
During the Porter Wagoner years, Dolly's career
flamed toward stardom. Her stout figure appeared
with increasing frequency on television-national
network, not Appalachian cable. Her voice trilling
like a hummingbird's blue wings, Dolly belted out
song after song, album after album. The first time I
saw her on national network television was in celebration of the new Grand Old Opry Stage. Drawn
to her eastern Tennessee roots, Dolly sang gospel
songs. A small circle of wood cut from the old Ryman
stage, transplanted froµ,_ its melange of dangling
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ropes and frayed curtains to the polish of the new
Nashville auditorium, could scarcely contain her.
Dolly overflowed; larger than life she spilled out
like some raw force.
Her rotund body was bandaged into a sequined
white gown, her platinum wig coiled into the last
bouffant north of Georgia. It was Dollynight in Nashville, and nothing grabs Nashville like banjoes and
gospel. But it's banjoes in $500 cowboy outfits, and
gospel in sequined white dresses. Dolly's dress is
carefully arranged with angelic folds of floating cloth
so that the sequins flash like lightning. The heavens
of stage lights raged around her. It was almost glorious in its energy, like a storm moving onshore.
Is it, one wonders, the gospel of superstardom; or
is it the superstardom of the gospel?
If Dolly Parton were not real, I sometimes think,
Flannery O'Connor would have invented her.
Maybe she did, from what O'Connor called "this
Christ-haunted landscape" of the south. Somehow,
Dolly seems a composite of those bits and pieces of
misshapen humanity in O'Connor's sin-littered landscape: the little girls pondering "the temple of the
Holy Spirit," Joy-Hulga who claims "to see through
nothing to nothing," Grandmother discovering that
"a good man is hard to find," Mr. Head confronting
the sins of Atlanta and finding them all crawling like
a nest of snakes in his own heart.
This from yet a third television program, a Barbara Walters-Dolly Parton interview. "What do you
want?" purrs Barbara Walters, even as one senses her
claws unfurling. "With all you have, what can you
want?"
"I want to be a superstar," Dolly says without
batting an inch-and-a-half eyelash.
There is a rare and terrible beauty of egoism and
confidence about her; it enmeshes with a rare and terrible vulnerability. She sounds very much like a little
girl playing with her Barbie Doll. "I never said I was
cultured," Dolly admits in her autobiography (193).
Although to many people, Dolly Parton is a bad
joke, there is little question that she has attained
"superstardom." Yet, she retains a certain winsome
vulnerability that is endearing. Other than the macabre Michael Jackson, who like a Dr. Frankenstein is
perpetually reshaping himself, few superstars have
so shielded themselves in privacy yet have been so
open with seemingly private matters. The paradox
is this. Dolly'has cut a huge section of herself away
from the public and secreted it on the rolling acres of
her farm where Carl Dean marshals her millions of
dollars. Yet, onstage she evinces an intimacy marked
more than anything by a kind of naivete. She sings
about her coat of many colors made by her mother
("She taught me about Joseph" -pronounced Joe
Zef- "from the Bible.") that she wore so proudly
until she met the ridicule of her high-brow rural class-
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mates. There's an old truth there: nobody can be
more egregiously proud and mean than a person with
nothing to be proud about. It's there also when she
talks about her monumental weight loss: "I sometimes think I'll awaken from a dream and it will all
be back."
Dolly Parton is her own best parody of herself.
Which also raises the question about her religious
testimony, often as thick as sausage gravy, that runs
through her autobiography. Is this simply a parody
of a cultural experience now seen as an artifact? A
faith-museum she tows enroute to superstardom? In
his compelling study Not the Way It's Supposed to
Be: A Breviary of Sin (Eerdmans, 1994), Cornelius
Plantinga, Jr. points out that "Like a neurotic and
therapeutically shelf-worn little god, the human heart
keeps ending discussion by insisting that it wants
what it wants" (62). One hears, too loudly, the echo
of the Barbara Walters 20/20 interview: "What do
you want?"
"I want to be a superstar."
Like the snap of a pull starter on a chain saw, the
energy recoils back upon the self. When all the noise
starts, can anyone hear God? It is an interesting question of a book bearing this dedication: "I dedicate
this book to my God .... " The answer is, well, yes.
. . but probably no. This superstar, finally, has to
reinvent God in order to dedicate anything to him. It
is an interesting, if fatal and common, practice.
In his candid reflection collected in Faulkner in
the University (1959), William Faulkner speculated
about the prevailing presence and influence of Christian belief upon southern writers. He concluded with
this personal assessment:
Remember, the writer must write out of his background. He must write out of what he knows
and the Christian legend is part of any
Christian's background, especially the background of a country boy, a Southern country boy.
My life was passed, my childhood, in a very
small Mississippi town, and that was a part of
my background. I grew up with that. I assimilated that, took that in without even knowing it.
It's just there. It has nothing to do with how
much of it I might believe or disbelieve-it's just
there.
(86)
In much the same vein of thought, Flannery
O'Connor made her well-known claim in her essay,
"The Grotesque in Southern Fiction" (collected in
Mystery & Manners, Farrar, Straus, and Giroux, 1962.)
Prophecy, O'Connor argues in the essay, is for the
Christian writer a matter of seeing "far things close
up;" that is, she brings spiritual implications presently to bear in humanity. But why, she is often asked,
do such prophecies involve the grotesqueries among
humanity? O'Connor responds: "Whenever I'm
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asked why Southern writers particularly have a penchant for writing about freaks, I say it is because we
are still able to recognize one" The point so often
missed is that "to recognize a freak, you have to have
some conception of the whole man, and in the South
the general conception of man is still, in the main,
theological." To which she then adds, "I think it is
safe to say that whiie the South is hardly Christ-centered, it is most certainly Christ-haunted" (44).
It is precisely those ghostly wisps of Christianity
that haunt Dolly Parton, at least if even a small portion of her autobiography is to be believed. The conflict is everywhere in it.
Religion may even have transcended the cultural
heritage because Dolly's grandfather, Grandpa Jake
Owens, was one of those southern, itinerant backholler preachers. The Parton family followed him
from one tiny church to another, but even then the
religious service had its odd cultural quirks. It was a
time, Dolly recollects, when the men, if they had any
shred of decency, took the women and children to
church, but they themselves stayed outside drinking
home-brew under a shade tree. The preacher may be
a man, but the message was for women and children.
It was precisely in such churches that Dolly's own
career started, singing with the "Parton Sisters."
If one can force the issue by calling a family
preacher a bit of theological special revelation-really special, in this case-one might also be tempted
to obscure the effect of natural revelation. In fact,
while discussing her early sex education by watching barnyard animals, Dolly demurely observes,
"Anybody who spends any time at all observing nature has to believe there is a God" (21). Increasingly
in the text, sex and spirituality get desperately intertwined and nearly hopelessly confused. Parton parades her sensuality, then ducks coyly back to her
cultural roots: "Although I look like a drag queen's
Christmas tree on the outside, I am at heart a simple
country woman" (193). Surely a bit too coy, a bit too
much an act? Or commercial? This is the same
woman who salaciously observes that, "Just like the
first prostitute who realized she was 'sitting on a gold
mine,' I know what I have to sell, and nobody goes
prospecting in my gold mine without first buying the
mineral rights" (276). A great deal more of such meretricious claptrap, possibly excusable from one who
grew up in Locust Ridge, Tennessee, permeates the
book, often side by side with Locust Ridge piety: "I
feel I have a divinely inspired and ordained mission,
and every day I try to find that higher purpose" (300).
Nowhere does she claim that she has decisively found
it; only that she's looking hard, often in the wrong
places.
It is possible to observe such spiritual wheel-spinning with deferential cynicism, to write it off as a cultural freakishness, another southern grotesque. Ex-
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cept that Dolly Parton, now the rarely seen hostess of
the popular Dollywood, has become something of a
cultural icon herself. Perhaps it's all part of the show
of superstardom. Bad religion, like good or bad sex,
sells. Dolly knows it.
For all the professed contact with a cultural spirituality, however, it becomes clear that Dolly shucked
that off with her first Martin guitar. Not even "religiosity" defines the act. In her superstardom, Dolly
has reinvented the God she professes to serve. And
he has become very much like a New Age
amorphism-a karma given shape by the believer's
own personality.
This becomes clear in the brutally painful passages
where Dolly actually tries to define this God she has
been making noises about for 300 pages. We're a long
way from the Pigeon River and Locust Ridge by the
time we get there.
The' reader gets the first nervous indications with
this passing observation: "We have to try to see
through the eyes of God and find that part of people
that is God. I don't always succeed" (232). The
creedal revelation follows not far behind: "I Am also
took on a new meaning for me. The I.A.M. came to
stand for Individual Awareness Method" (243).
In Not the Way It's Supposed to Be, Plantinga
grapples with the notion of how sin kills. That it kills,
any believer or any reader of the Bible can attest to.
Precisely how is often misunderstood. Plantinga offers several convincing patterns for the descriptive,
killing action of sin: by perverting, by polluting, by
division-breaking the shalom of God. Consider his
definition of the action of perversion:

Perversion is an ends-and-purposes disease.
Most broadly understood, perversion is the turning of loyalty, energy, and desire away from God
and God's project in the world: it is the diversion of construction materials for the city of God
to side projects of our own, often accompanied
by jerry-built ideologies that seek to justify the
diversion.
(40)
I raise the issue not just because Parton has chosen to pervert the backwoods spirituality in which
she was raised to the fabric of a religion called New
Ageism, but because she has also, necessarily then,
had to redefine-and pervert-the meaning of sin.
One common escape from sin, after all, is simply to
redefine it. Here is Parton' s effort: "The 'sin against
the Holy Spirit' was to sin against myself, against my
true personality" (213). Of course; it is splendid logic.
Having redefined God as an energy within (Individual Awareness Method), sin is any action contrary
to that inner self. It is the deity of human selfhood,
perfectly fitting for a superstar.
If, as Plantinga observes about the action _of perversion, one of the methods of sin is to direct God's
order for human ends, then it may be said that such
occurred on Dolly Parton's journey toward
superstardom. Yet, she clings, somewhat ingenuously
and often desperately, to the relics of her cultural past.
Nothing fits quite so well as Flannery O'Connor's
description of Joy-Hulga in "Good Country People."
Joy, writes O'Connor, bore "the look of someone who
has achieved blindness by an act of will and means
to keep it." •

Comfortable Silence
Sometimes I like to
Sit alone
Alone in the darkness
Alone in silence
The silence from which
All thing begin
And to which all things
Return
Toan end
the silence envelops
Me
The dark

Holds me close
Being alone
I feel closer to you
Hushed Reaching in
Mute anticipation
Music begins in
Silence
That waiting before
The wait
Advanced stages of
Stress, yearning

Breath becomes short
Eyes quick with
Movement
It is coming
Now
Or at least
Soon
My ears
Hurt
Mind in a whirl
Of deafening
Silence
Boom

Risa Jung
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Emancipation
Blue-black
Bruises
Whipped, and beaten,
"Nigger!
Coon!!
Spook!!!"
Back striped by
Lashes
Face reflecting
Pain,
Suffering and Joy.
Strangely the same
Uttered in one breath
Life here synonymous
With Death,
Broken bones, and
Broken will
No glimpse of light
For me to steal.
World of hate
Cloaked with darkness
The sky I see is
Black and starless.
Death's shroud
Thick and heavy
Weighing my heart,
My mind,
My soul... .....
Taking my breath,
I grow tired and cold.
Dark angel of heaven
To rapture
remains of my life to
Capture.
Light grows dim,
The sky is gray,
The end of my slave
Life begins today.

Robert V Shipman Jr.
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